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'em to stop." She rose and began piercing the bed
again and again with a long golden pin, as she watched
to see what effect her suggestion had upon Rachel
*' We must make up a party/' she went on.
" Ten people could hire a launch, * Now you'll come,
and Mrs. Ambrose'll come, and will Mr". Hirst and
t'other gentleman come ? Where's a pencil ? "
She became more and more determined and
excited as she evolved her plan. She sat on the
edge of the bed and wrote down a list of surnames,
which she invariably spelt wrong. Rachel was
enthusiastic, for indeed the idea was immeasurably
delightful to her. She had always had a great desire
to see the river, and the name of Terence threw a
lustre over the prospect, which made it almost too
good to come true. She did what she could to help
Mrs. Flushing by suggesting names, helping her to
spell them, and counting up the days of the week
upon her fingers. As Mrs. Flushing wanted to
know all she could tell her about the birth and
pursuits of every person she suggested, and threw
in wild stories of her own as to the temperaments and
habits of artists, and people of the same name who
used to come to Chillingley in the old days, but were
doubtless not the same, though they too were very
clever men interested in Egyptology, the business
took some time. At last Mrs. Flushing sought her
diary for help, the method of reckoning dates on
the fingers proving unsatisfactory. She opened and
shut every drawer in her writing-table, and then
cried furiously," Yarmouth! Yarmouth I Drat the
woman ! She's always out of the way when she's
wanted ! "
At this moment the luncheon gong began to work
itself into its midday frenzy. Mrs. Flushing rang
her bell violently. The door was opened by a
handsome maid who was almost as upright as her
mistress.